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BULLET RIDE 


PINBALL MAP 



Do YOU FEEL ANYTHING AT ALL? 

DO YOU HEAR STEPS AT THE DOOR? 
DO YOU RECKON THE SMELL OF....? 

It’s life - the dark that binds you 


Frightened by your own smell 
Bitterness will run you through 

Silent screaming 

Turning, twisting the alphabet 

Frantic eyes 

Awaiting the answer 

Splinters of a poem 

Fragments of wiiat you used to be 

Habitual and gullible 

Run-down memoirs is all that s left 


Do YOU WISH TO SLEEP? 

Do YOU AIM FOR THE SHADOW? 

DO YOU FEEL INFECTED? 

It's LIFE - THE THE DARK THAT BINDS YOU 

It’s the cowardice that pulls you under 

And TAKES YOU TO THE END, WHERE IT BEGINS 

Release, the world is waiting on your arrival 
Close your eyes, as we witness another bullet ride 

Do YOU know about atrocity? 

Do YOU THAT everybody’s GONE? 

Do YOU KNOW THAT YOU’RE ON YOUR OWN? 

It’s life - the dark that binds you 






AS I AIM FOR THAT BRIGHT WHITE DAY 

Conflict serum is my aura 
It seems that life’s so fragile 
I guess I’ll fly some other time 

I lack from superhighway thoughts 
Won’t live as long as the city lights 
Soaked by underwater times 
Electric splash on a midnight drive 

Wish I could rape the day, 
just something radical 
Lost the sense of sweet things 
Who’s gonna take me widely? 


Guided by the pinball map 
The driver - still unknown 
Who was sent to glorify? 
Before we injected this common pride 

Sometimes I don’t belong 
Release me from your world 
Pacified by the small things in life 
I wait for earthquakes to rearrange 

Never been able to use the force 
I’ve only had it read to me 
Despite all the misguided faith 
(Maybe) I’ll find a place in this mess 


Early morning moments 
A glimpse of joy 
But soon it’s over and I return to dust 

As I TRY to BE 
Everything and everyone. 



I waste away 







ONLY FOR THE WEAK 


I can’t tolerate your sadness 
CAUSE it’s ME you’re DROWNING 
I won’t allow any happiness 

JQAUSE EVERYTIME YOU LAUGH, I FEEL SO GUILTY 


1 BLAME THE NEEDS THAT YOU FEED 
CAUSE SELFISH EYES WOULD NOT SEE’ 


Am I FORCED TO HAVE ANY REGRET? 
I’ve BECOME THE LIE, BEAUTIFUL AND FREE 
In MY RIGHTEOUS OWN MIND 
I ADORE AND PREACH THE INSANITY YOU GAVE 

Sell me the infection, it’s only for the weak 
No NEED FOR SYMPATHY, THE MISERY THAT IS ME 
NEED FOR SYMPATHY, IT’S ONLY FOR THE WEAK 
ON BLEEDING KNEES I ACCEPT MY FATE 

THE ABILITY TO PAINT THE CLOUDS 
CAUSE IT’S ME YOU’RE DRAINING 
I’M STUCK IN THIS SLOW-MOTION DARK DAY 
CAUSE EVERYTIME YOU RUN, I FALL BEHIND 


‘Far away is a place where I hide 

TRUTH THAT HAVE TO BE LOCKED AWAY’ 

And so I hear my voice again 
The tale of the bitter man, here I am 
Shake the silence and hear what it says 
The tranquil pride that become the lie 



AS THE FUTURE REPEATS TODAY 


For so long I tried to be like you 
Pushed aside, with no time to evolve^ 


There’s no place that still remains 
Just deserted space all left in grey 
Why did we lose, the knowledge of time? 
Is this the price, the hell we pay? 

The poisoned fear known to man 
IS he who try to find his path 
The collective force blaming you 
‘This is the day we split in half’ 


Thrown to the gallow, forgotten and sore,?** 

SWORN TO BE DIFFERENT IN WHAT WAY I CAN 

The sultry taste that is special to me 

IS THE LAST GLEEFUL GLIMPSE OF A BITTER MA,N 

| 

Down and troubled, in search for better days 
Back to the beginning, I’m at the end 4 . 
All my time, compressed to itching moments 

AS THE FUTURE REPEATS TODAY 


SO IMPRESSED, LOST THE FAITH IN ALL I HAD | 


Broken down, I’m on my way to be dissolv^i^^ 


The hopes and prays of things to come 


I’ve lost them all with glory |J 

Urgent to aim for that short-lived joy 
I see gold in all that lies before me 


And so we ignore the beggar’s cup 
Praise your act in the Grand Finale 
Teach the unborn the winners sign 
a welcome grin to the world Royal 
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SQUARE NOTHING 

For all the times you left me bleeding 
Clouded, weakened by the haze 
Cut of my pride, enough to forgive 
Reconcile, back to square nothing 

It seems I lost my direction 
Don’t have the strength to let it slip 
Have no desire for the shore 
Just let me play here for some time 

Is this how I want to spend my days? 

Shadowed, it fears me, my utopia 

Try to find some peace to destroy 

These are my sins, I’m heading to fall 

Never understood though I accepted 

All the weakness that I discover 

You gave me a place to hide and lost the key 

Drowned my head just to see it sink (to the bottom) 

Spent some quality time with the demon of mine 

He said T like the way you struggle but you know I’m gonna win’ 

Spent some quality time with my borrowed smile 

The gleam is replaced, rip me open and erase me 





CLAYMAN 

Your self control makes me feel alone 
I’ve tried confidence, had it for breakfast today 
I’ve lost the perfection, a mess without words 
(And) As the seasons change I’ll continue to ignore 
The image I project - me without me 
The picture that I scanned is borrowed 

After the education you stopped making sense to me 
Seems to me that it’s all the same, time and time again 
Slowly, all that I believed in, turning into a lie 
To aim and miss, my supernatural art 
Spending too much time with myself 
Trying to explain who I am 

How come it’s possible 
I wish there was a way 
(Suddenly) I feel so invincible 
I’m the sculpture made out of clay 

I need someone to break the silence 
before it all falls apart 

I NEED SOMETHING TO CLING ONTO 
BEFORE I BREAK YOU IN PARTS 

So AFRAID OF WHAT YOU MAY THINK 

And all the plastic people that surrounds me 

I HAVE TO FIND THE PATH TO WHERE IT ALL BEGINS 
TO TEACH THE WORLD MY SUPERNATURAL ART 



BRUSH THE DUST AWAY 


In the most desolate corner 

A BAD CASE OF THE URBAN BLUES 

Another brick in the living shadow 
All inhale the downward spiral 


Hey, get in line for tragic 
Let us dance to the pistol magic 
Just aim and end another 
But think, as I rape your mother 


Another player joins the table 
Who I can or cannot trust 
When do we get assigned? 
Pure and precious with bad intensions 


Hey, come and join the show 
All the cameras are ready to go 
Just aim and end another 
But think, as I rape your mother 


A SINGLE STEP - A GARBLED LIFE 

Where’s the profit? 
Your rage - the pain 
Will it all be worth it? 


Genetic, it seems to be.... 
Abandon, the mass ideal 
We think we’re in control then we become 

THE THINGS WE HATE 
RE-UNITE AND BRUSH THE DUST AWAY 

Obtain a prosperous future 

AND THE ADMIRATION OF ALL 
MEDIA HOUR 
SPIRAL 


SATELLITES AND ASTRONAUTS 


Since the day of my departure 
I’ve been stumbling through reality 

I PLAY MY SYMPHONY IN REVERSE 
In SEARCH FOR THAT SPECIAL PATH 


Be gentle to the tear in this I 
Lonesome arms, lost its wings again 


Buy me a trip to the moon 

So I CAN LAUGH AT MY MISTAKES 
I CAN SEE THE END FROM HERE 

From this perspective it looks kind of silly 

Satellites and astronauts 

Tell me there are greater things ahead 


Make me feel like a man 
A silent cry from the middle of hell 

I - THE IRONY - I PROMISE, I’LL BE MATURE 

So please, invite me to your shelter again; 


Been hiding since I heard ‘never’ 

Take me back to yesterday, I need to grow 


Steal my mask and make me pay 
I need a new skin 
I’m going insane 














SWIM 

As WE BUILD A BRAND NEW PLANET 

Let’s reconstruct and get it straight 

Unlock forgotten skills 
Travel to a new dimension 
Souls from the dark seduction 
(Take heed) we are the new invention 

We’re the settlers of year zero 
Let’s reconstruct and take it back 

Leaders of our time 
Heading for a downfall 
The threshold of revolution 
(Take heed) The last freedom call 

Blanked out fire etched on 
THE CRYSTAL DISPLAY 

The seas are deep 

YOU BETTER SWIM 

Don’t go numb 

Collect the word, add some gold 
and give it back 





I The seas are deep 
I You better swim 
; Don’t go numb 


From a thousand branches 
Spreading the new voice 

As we’re heading for the throne 
Connect, evolution will begin 



SUBURBAN ME 


The self-inflicted state of mind 
A one-man struggle beneath the tower 
I think the clock still exist 

GOD JUST FORGOT TO TAP MY SHOULD; 


I WOKE UP TODAY 
I WISH I FELT SOMETHING 
ODOUR OF MY APATHY 
S,T MIGHT BE TRUE 

NT TO BE THE THINGS I SI 
T^PILGRIM THAT IS ME If 

But I know I ain’t that free 
The suburban me. 

Spirits rise and miss the eye 
Covered b 




ANOTHER DAY IN QUICKSAND 

The other side of the platinum door 
^E&nother day in quicksand 
Still feel close to nowhere 

I HOPE THIS IS THE RIGHT WAY 

How COME YOU SEE ME AS AN ENEMY? 

We JUST THINK IN DIFFERENT WORDS 


SEE BEAUTY IN DEAD FLOWERS 
I LET THE TIDF/-SJIOW ME WHAT’s NEXT 
But ALL YOU DQ i^FADE AWAY - 0 \ 

There’s no shame in being the fook^ 
I’ve been to places you’ll never fusid 
The empty plate that you cMaf jHjOME 
^III^Von’t bring glimmer to future years 

7 _ 
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As GODS REF%€j $N'TEST PRIDE MYSELF, STARING INTO SPACE 

I SERVE THE FAILURE THAT’S HAUNTING ME ^ OU RE * UST BORED OE THE SILENCE IT MAKES 


Twisted visions torturing^ 

• Who claims to be the on 
That filtered smile : 
just might be true 

‘On half-speed, tonight I suffer 
Satisfaction brings the.unheeded’ 


0NLY FOR THE WEAK - LIVE 

Taken from Live At Sticky Fingers / 

W Used & Abused In Live We Trust 

PINBALL MAP - LIVE 

‘ Yake^ from Live At Hammersmith / 
.Used & Abused In Live We Trust 




Can you hear the message, 
as I wrestle with the clouds? 
I’m on the way to succumb, 

It just might be true 
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STRONG AND SMART 

.Written by: Danielsson/Jansson 
Published by Songs & Stories Publishing 
Originally performed by No Fun At All 

WORLD OF PROMISES 

Written by: Ernlund/Wikstrom 
Published by SBK Son#s Scandinavia AB 
Originally performed by Treat 


Music written by Bjorn Gelotte and Jesper Stromblap 
Music arranged by IN FLAMES and Fredrik Nordstrom 
Lyrics and vocal arrangements by Anders Friden 
Solo on 'Suburban me’ by Chris Amott 
All programming and synth by the mighty 
Charlie Storm with assistance and input by 
Fredrik ‘Love the 8o’s’ Nordstrom 
Cover & original booklet artwork/layout for 

MEDIA LOGISTICS BY AXEL HERMANN 

Photos by Tobias Lundgren 

Clayman was recorded and produced in Studio 

Fredman by Fredrik Nordstrom and IN FLAMES 

IONAL MASTERING BY DRAGAN AT BOHUS MASTERING 


is one s for you: 
r Emmeli, Carolina, Jenny, Christina and Louise 

Special thanks: To YOU for buying this album and to 
all of our fans, without you we would be lonely 

A big salute to: Fredrik.Nordstrom, Charlie Storm, 
Tobias Lundgren, Magnus Stromblad, Chris Amott, 

Axel Hermann, Markus ‘KUP’ Bergman, Emma TVP’ 
Gelotte, Fredrik Kreem, Carsten/Holger and Peter 
at Direct Management, All at Continental Concerts, 
All at Nuclear Blast Europe, the whole Nuclear Blast 
America staff, Tetsu ‘Look cheap but boss’ Miyamoto/ 
Hiroji Eshima/Atsushi Fujimoto and all our friends at 
Toys Factory, Mariko Kawakara The always so great 
Club Citta Staff, Nori Ishii and ESP, Tack Maeda/Taka 
Okuno and Masa Itoh at the world’s heaviest heavy 
metal magazine BURRNi, Metallian, Young Guitar, 

The crew at Rock Rock bar, Pony Canyon Korea, 
Canadas greatest Brave Words & Bloody Knuckles, 
Metal Maniacs, Suomi Finland Perkele, Close-Up, Rock 
Hard, Hammer/Metal Hammer over the world. Psycho 
and all magazines around the globe that support us in 
any way, Edward and MOTOR, Rob Trommelen at Mojo, 
Freddans Music, Everybody at Art Worx, Hakan Persson 
at P3-R0CK, Leif Hedegerd and the P3-L1VE crew, 

House of Kicks, Luna productions, Victor/Edgar and 
Carlos for making our Mexico trip so special 

All the people that worked and gave us great tour 
memories: Tom/Pit/Beau/Peter/Martin/Jochen/JimV 
Danielle/Jim/Richard/‘Jungo’/Larry/Tony/Arnold 
Oskar/Anders/Mats 

All the bands that joined the World wide Cot.onization: 
Bambino de Bodom, Dark Tranquillity, Arch Enemy, 
Moonspell, Sinergy 

I £1 

We probably missed a lot of you, if so, we are REALLY SORRY! I! 

TO all: MAY THE FORCE BE WITH YOU! 

-V., A 1 * I * 





